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Tbehtftory 

O the diuill take fiich coofoners,god forgiue mc, 
Good yncle tellyour talc,Ihaue done, 

Wor. N ay.ifyou hauc not,to it againe, 

Wc wi! ftay yourleifure. 

Hot. I hauc done Ifaith, 

Wor. Thcnoncc morctoyourScottifhprifoncrs, 
Deliucr thcm vp without thcir ranfomc ftraight, 
And make the Douglas fonne your only meane 
For Pöwers in Scotland,which for diuers reafons 
Which I fhali fend you written,bc a fl u ni 
Wil cafely begranted you my Lord. 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus emploied, 

Shal fecretly into the bofome creepe 
Of chat fame noble prelat wclbeWd, 

The Archbifhop, 

Hot, OfYorkc,isit not? 

Wor, True,whobeareshard 
His brothers dcath ät Biiftow the lord Scroop, 

I lpeake not this in eftimation. 

As what I thinke might be,but what I know 
Is ruminated,plottcd,and fet downc. 

And oncly ftaies but to behold the face 
Of that occafion ihat fhal bring it on. 

Hot . Ifmellit.Vpon mylifeitwilldo well* 

Hort. Before the game is afoote thou Bill Ietft flip. 

Hot. Why,it c annot chufé but be a noble plot, 
And then the powerofScotländ,andof Yorke, 
Toioine withMorcjmer,ha. 

Wor. And fo thcy fhali. 

Hot, In faith it is excecdingly well aimd. 

Wor. And tis no littlercafon bids vs fpecd, 

Tofaue ourheadsbyraifingofahead, 

For bearcourfelues as euen as wc c an, 

The king will alwaies thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied s 
Till hc hath founda time to pay vs home. 

And fec already how he doth begin 
To make vs ftrangets to bis lookes ofloue» 


m 


of Henry thefourth. 

Hot. He do?s,hedoes,weele be reucng d on bim. 

Worft. Coofen farcwcll.No further go m this, 

Then I by lettcrsfhall dire&yourcourfe 
When time is ripe,which will be fuddenly, 

Ilc ftea|e to Glendower,and Lo:Morcimer, 

Whercyou and Douglas,and our powres atonce. 

As 1 will fofhion it fhali happily meete, 

To beare our fortunes in our own ftrong armes, 

Which now r wc hold at much vnccrtainty. 

Nor. Farewell good hrother,we fhali thriue I truft» 

Hot. Vncle adieutO iet the houres be (horc, 

Till fields, and blowes, and grones.applaud out fport, Exrmt 
Enter a Carrt r witb a lantcrnc i*t hit band 

IC ar. Heigh ho. An it be not foure by the day ilc be hangd, 
Charles waine is ouerthe newChimney,andyetourhotfenot 
packt. What Oftler. 

OJi. Anon,anort. . 

1 C ar. I preethe Tom beat Cuts faddle, put a few flockesm 
the point,poore iadeiswroonginthewithers,out ofallcéflé. 

Enter at/oi her Carier. 

2 C ar. Peafc and beanes are as danke here as a dog,and that 
is the next way to giue poore iades the bots: this houfe is turned 
vpfide downc fince Robin Oftler died. 

‘i C ar Poore fello wneuer ioied fince the prifc ofOates rofo, 
it wasthedeath ofhim. 

z Car. I thinke this be the mod villainonshoufein al London 
road forfleas,I am ftunglike a Tench. 

/ Car. Like a Tench, by the MafTe there is nere a King chri- 
ften could be better bit then I haue bin fince the firft cocke. 

2 Car. Why they will allowc vs nere a Iordane, and then wc 
leake in your chimncy,and your chamber-lie breedes fleas like 
aloach. 

/ Car, What Oftler. come away and be hangd, comc a way, 

2 Car. I hauc a gammon of bacon, andtworazes of Gtn- 
ger,to be deliuered as far as Charhg crofle, 

/ Car Gods bodie, the Turkics in my Panier are quite ftar- 
ucd: what Oftler? a plague on thce.baft thou neuer an eie in thy 
headj’cantt not hearc,and twere not as good dcede as drinke to 

C z break 
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